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: The New Pioughbo y.. 
2 The Belfaſt Maid's Lamentatien. 
3 Black, Brown, and Fair, 

Ahe Spotted Cow, 


5 The gally Cireling Glaſs, 
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Young nao Hays” ſhe 1 Wink the Ark dae 


% IE] ſhould chance to prove. with child be kind and marry me 


The 2 Plongbbyy. . 


OME all ye lads and liſten a while, 
I'll fing you a pretiy ſong, which will make you ſmile, 


My ſong is both ſhort and ſweet, you may drink to your 


ſweetheart, 


And I will driak to raine. With my ri talle, 


It's of a jolly ploughboy, was s plouzhing of his land, 
He called of his horſes and bid them io ſtand, 


Then he fat down upon his plough and he began to fing, 


The echo of his harmony made the woods to xing. 


As a farmer's daughter was nutting in yon An: 
The ſong be ſung fo ſweetly charm'd her as ſhe Rood, 


She ha: no longer power in the wood to ſtay, _ 
Thoſe. few nuts ns ſhe'd gather'd the flung them all away 


She ent unte young Johnay ag he Mitfon the plough, 
She ſaid Youhg | inan 1 find mn nk J Rannot tell how, 
Come hete you;charwing ere re and Feybu down by me 
Come fit? for down along with me 1a eale you of all care 


Then Jobray left 2 boves * kkewie tis plough, 
He went inte yon valley: urage for to * 
Then he began ſowing and Se. 7 hi 


Johr E egen a foviog Ide hd before, = 
Lise be bac ngt one grain bf ſeed deft in his barn or ſore, 
I here's one thipp more dear Johnny I've to ſay to thee, 


e 
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And when he got upon his legs he ſcaree upon them could 

And as they were together ſne on his breaſt did la), 

Young man, ſays ſhe, I fain would fee the world turn round 
again. ATE 


Come all yon farmers duglitets in nutting who delights 
I would have you to go home in good time of night, 


For if yon chance to ſtay to hear the plough, boys fing, 
Perhaps they may get you with child & fill your apron firing _ 
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BELFAST MAID's LAMENTATION, 


FN OME all you pretty maids,” take warning by me, 


And let not love affect yon in any degree; 
Now J was croſs'd in love, and love it was my pain 
By a bandſome youth that has croſs'd o'er the main. 


O that I was-a littie bird, or had Þ wings to fly), 


1'd to the ſield of battle go and on him I would lie, 


With my flutt'ring wing his bleeding wounds:Pd.ciean;. - | 


And oa his lovely boſom 1'd ever remain. 


> 


But now my love's. gone VII wanger and roam, f 


Thro' each loneſome valley making my moan, A4 FF 
The ſmall birds of the buſhes will join and pity. nie, 
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Since I have Tofl my jewel and him NI 


Young Johnny left of ploughing and ſowing of his lapd. | 


bas!” , 
—. murine rope av rnats, etaters.es.. — 
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Te maidens take pity. on a poor wretched. maid, , |. | 

Who's with.grief ee, by Cupid's dart betray'd ; 

Ye gods of love aſſiſt me my burning love to quench, : 

I'm wood, by a young man that's gone to fight. the 
rench, 2 


». 


= His lips are like the coral, his cheeks like the roſe, - 

His fin is like ihe lilly, his eyes ate black as ſloes, 1 
He's proper, tall and handſome in every degree, | 

He has croſs d the wide ocean to face his enemy. 


If to the field of battle my darling he goes, 
Goaurdian angels protect him from his daring foes, 
May he be crown'd with laurels the boy that I adore, 
And may 1 live to ſee him ia Belfaſt town once more. 


If by the cruel Freach my darling ſhould-be ſlain, 
Then for ever ſingle for his fake I will remais, 
Io no mortal man breathing will 1 give my hand, © dl 
= Utiil I ſee my jewel in his native lanxe. 
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O whata misſortune took him from bis place, 
I uwiſn I'd deer beheld his beautiful line face, 
The words that paſs'd between us on our parting day; 


S 


Tnever will deny it; he flole my heart away, 
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He faid to me My jewel, come along with me, 
As we are young and airy and from all danger free, 
And whillt you are by me no danger would I fear, 3 


But bark ! the trutopet ſoandsj fo ſare wel by dear I 


Black, Brown, and Fair. . 55 
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OU tell me dear girl, that I'm given to rove, 
That I ſport with each laſs on the green, 
That I joia in the dance, and fing ſonnets of love, 
And ſtill with the faireſt am ſeen, | 


10 CHORUS. 0 
With my hey derry down, and hey down derry, 

Around the green meadows, fo blithe and fo merry, 
With black, brown, and fair, I've frolick'd ?tis true, 


* I never EEO any dear Dy bat you, 
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Tho Philis © or tha: are nam'd in ny fon, 525 | 
dy eyes will ſtil} wander to vou. 
Not to Phillis or Nancy my 3 belongs 10 * 


To you and you only they're due. 
Wich my hey derry down, and my hey down derry, 
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Around the green meadows, ſo blithe and fo, merry, 


My ſongs are of pleaſure and beauty *tis true, of 


Bet 1 never lord my dear my bur you.” EE 
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In thoſe eyes you may read a 111 heart all 50 your own, 
but alas! Pris the language of love, ; 


I learn it all doubts to N 


My feelings you'd pity that lzoguage o et Ser, 9 5 
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With my 22 hy FA: and my hey down os, 

Around the green meadows, ſo blithe and ſo merry, 
You'll ne'er find a heart, that's more fond or more true 
For I never loy'd any, dear Marys but you. | 
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THE 


WH SPOTTED COW. 5 


NE morning in the month of May, 17 
As from my cet L ſtrayead, 
Juſt at the dawning ef the 1 e 
I met a K maid; . 


Good n morn Fe lber ſaid | 


KK 


” 3 4 « L 


W- I's ve loſt my ore cow. 


8 Ve, more fe eomplain no woger mourn, 
1 Your « cow: 5 not let, my fair, 
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I ſaw her down in vonder burn 


I muſt confeſs you re very kind, 
I thank you fir, faid ſnhe; 
Vou will be ſure her there to and: 
Come ſweetheart 80 with, me. f 
Then to the groves we die repair, - 
And croſs'd the flowery dale ; 


We hug'd and Kiſs'd each other there, 


And love was all our tale. 


All in the grove we ſpent the day, 
And thought it paſt iwo ſoon ; 


At ni ght we homeward bent our way, . 


When brightly ſhone the moon. 


So ſhould Leroſs the flowry. lawn, 2. 1 
Or goto view the ploůW-W? 1 

She comes and calls Ve gentle frain, 
I've loſt 9 e TS MM 
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By the Gaily 2 Gloſs 


B* the gaily cucling giaſs, 
We can lee bow minutes paſs, — 
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Come love and Tl Tow you where. | 
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By the hollow flaſk are told, © 
How the wanning night grows old. 
Scon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſports away; 


What have we with day to do? 
Sens of care—'twas made for you, 
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